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T he mofl lament aUe T rageiie 
n)eme. Shee hath, no tongue to call, nor hands to wa(h, 
And fo lets leaue her to her ulent vvalkes. 

CkiroH, And twere my caufe, Ifhouldgoc hangmyfclf^, 
^emet. If thou hadfl: hands to'help thee knit the cord, 
pMer zJ^aratsfromhmtin^. 

Who is this, my Neece that flies away fo 
Cofen a word, where is your husband : 

If I doe drearae, would all my wealth would wake me. 

If I doe wake, fome Planet ftrike me downc, 

That I may flumber in cternall fleepe. 

Speakc gentle Ncccc, what (Icrnevngentle hands. 

Hath lopt, and hewde, and made thy body bare, 

Of her two branches thole fweet ornaments 
Whole circling lhadowes. Kings haue Ibught to fleepein, 
And might not gaine fo great a bappines 
As halfe thy loue ; Wliy dooft not fpcake to me i 
Alas, a crimfon riuer or warmc blood,. 

Like to a bubling Fountaine ftird with windc,. 

Doth rife and fall betweene thy Rofed lips, 

Comming and going with thy honnie breath. 

But {itreComeTerefts hath defloured thee. 

And leart thou Ihouldft deteft them, cut thy tongue. 

Ah now thou turnft away thy face for fhame. 

And notwith (landing all this lode of blood, 

As from a Conduit with theyr iflfuing Ipouts, 

Yet doe thy cheekes looke red as T itans face, 

Blufhing to be cncountred with a clowde. 

Shall I Ipeakc for thee, (hall I lay tislb. 

Oh that I knew thy hart, and knew the beaft,. 

That I might raile at him to calc my mindc. 

Sorrow concealed, like an Ouen ftopt. 

Doth burnc the hart ro cinders where it is. 

Faire T^hilomela, why (he but loft her tongue^ 

And in a tedious famplevfowcdher minds. 




of Titus Andronicus. 

But louely Neece, that meanc is cuf from thee, 

A craftier Gofen haft thou met, 

And he hath cut thofc pretty fingers oflF, 

That could haue better fowed then ‘Thilomel. 

Oh had the monfter fecnc thofc Lilly hands. 

Tremble like Afpen Icaues vpon a Lute, 

And make the filken ftrings delight to kifle them. 

He would not then haue touchtthem for his life. 

Or had he heard the heauenly Harmony, 

Which that fweetc tongue hath made : 

He would haue dropt his knife and fell a fleepe, 

As Cerberus at the Thracian Poets feete. 

Come let vs goe, and make thy Father blind. 

For fuch a fight will blind a Fathers eye. 

One hourcs (lorme wil drownc the fragrant mcadcs. 

What will whole months oftcares thy Fathers eyes ? 

Doe not draw backe, for we will moume with thee. 

Oh could our mourning cafe thy mifery. S xeunt. 

Enter the Judges and Senatours with Titus two fenttet bomdy 
pajpngonthe Stage to the f lace of execution, andTitus going be- 
fore pleading. 

Titus. Hcare me grauc Fathers, noble Tribunes flay. 

For pitty of mine age, whofe youth was (jsent 
In dangerous warres, whilft you (ecurely dept. 

For all my blood in Romes great quarrell (hed. 

For all the frofty nights that I haue watcht. 

And for thefe bitter tearcs which now you fee. 

Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheekes. 

Be pittifiill to my condemned Sonnes, 

Whofe foules is not corrupted as tis thought. 

For two and twenty Sonnes I ncuer wept, 

Becau(e they died in honours lofty bed, 

^/indromus Ueth d<mne, and the Judges fafe by him* 
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